BY ORDER  OF THE SHAH

of the Prophet, by the Dargah of Hazrat Abbas, and by the
Beard of the Prophet himself/

"The fanatical voice ended in a shriek as Ismail fell
to the ground, his limbs twitching, and a faint grey liquid
bubbling between blue lips. In a few seconds he ceased
to move, his small remaining store of strength exhausted
by the dramatic utterance. His withered body lay
still.

"For an instant Ferid-ud-Din remained motionless.
His eyes dilated with fear, showing that the dead man's
threat had found a mark. Then a western veneer took
charge again. He raised himself, and poked contemptu-
ously with a cane at the man huddled at his feet.

" 'Carry that crow's carcass to my house/ he com-
manded.

"One last dig at the still warm body, and, in a sudden
gesture of defiance, he made a, loud noise in his throat, and
spat upon the dead face. With a coarse laugh, he con-
tinued on his way, and was soon immersed in discussing
the intricacies of yet another unscrupulous deal.

"That evening he arrayed himself in the starched
splendour of his evening dress, the black and white
austerity relieved by magnificent pearl studs, and a
diamond ear-ring clipped to his left ear, after what he had
been assured was the latest fashion. Once more he was
carried past the mosque and the oil bungalow, but this
time he turned uphill to the European Club, where he
received his guests. Dinner over, the party descended
the hill to the cinema. After the news reel came a film-
study of the clinging tenacity of fresh-water weeds. Ferid-
ud-Din's blood ran cold, for he hated water with all the
distaste of a cat. Then an ardent young man sang a love
song to a girl posed in a moonlit garden. Words and
music were flashed on to the screen, while the moon danced
upon the notes, indicating time and length. The last
refrain died away, leaving the screen blank. Something
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